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Prologue 


Percy was bored. He knew the little town of Ligotte inside out and he couldn't think of anything to do here. 
Well, except for maybe a little physical.. exercise. But he doubted that a small brothel here offered anything to 
his liking. You see, Percy had some unusual interests in that matter. Well, for him it was only natural but 


there were not many Warriors like him. 
Ok, he was as gay as they get. 


Nonetheless, by late evening he was wandering the narrow streets and found himself at the door of the 
brothel. It was as if something was pulling him to the small and quite dilapidated house. He thought ‘why not? 
and came inside. He doesn't even want to think about how the insides of the house looked like - it was certainly 


only fit for primitive townsmen to come for a cheap fuck. But after a quick word with a keeper he found 


himself mildly surprised because there was in fact a ‘manwhore' available. He was led further, into a corridor 
so stinky that it nearly made him turn around and come back to the inn he was staying at. But again, not only 
was he bored but felt this strange pulling, driving him forward. 


The keeper shown him to a small, dimly lit room and told him that his fuck will arrive shortly and that he 
could do anything he wanted with ‘it’. Percy cringed at the wording - he did like fucking a whole lot but he 
always tried to be gentle or at least humane to his temporary companions which didn't seem to be a thing 


here. 


After a short while, which Percy spent on a bed relaxing, the door opened a crack and a silhouette clad in a 
dark hooded robe came into the room. Quite surprised by prostitute's appearance Warrior wanted to ask 
what's about the whole hooded business but a soft, quiet voice interrupted him. 


"Some customers don't want to see my face," a figure slumped his shoulders and bowed his head so a few long 


dark locks fell from under the hood "but of course you can do as you please, Sir.” 


Percy was pleasantly surprised and not by his companion's words but by the choice of words and his accent. 


He seemed too well spoken for a bitch from a small town and his accent betrayed his foreign roots. 
"You're from the east, aren't you?" asked Percy 


"Yes, Sir." the figure seemed to straighten up a little as if in surprise, but it was hard to tell as his face was 


still covered by the hood. 


‘Oh, me too. | already feel like it's going to be a pleasant night." Warrior said with a smile. "But is there 


anything wrong with your face?" 


"Yes, Sir." a very soft voice answered. When he realized that it wasn't enough of an answer for Percy he 


continued. 


"Some customers say l'm possessed, that my eyes haunt them.. And l'm a man. Many don't want to see my 


face just because its easier to pretend l'm a woman" 


Percy was dumbfounded. Why rent a man prostitute when you want to have sex with a woman? It must have 


shown in his eyes because the prostitute continued in a voice even quieter than before. 
"m the cheapest fuck here, Sir." 


Oh. Little towns and their mentality. In bigger cities men prostitues were cherished and often expensive just 
because they were harder to get. 


But Warrior didn't come here to have long conversations, pleasant or not (and this one was quickly becoming 


the ‘not kind) 


“Alright, come here.. What's your name?" 
"Everyone calls me Pagey, Sir.” 
"Pagey, hmm. Come here then. And I'm Percy, you don't have to call me sir every time." 


Pagey slowly approached the bed on which his customer was relaxing. He stood awkwardly by its side until 
Warrior took his hand and literally pulled him on top of himself. By then Pagey seemed to follow some 
algorithm. He opened Percy's trousers and started licking and sucking on his cock. When it was standing happily 
against Warrior's hard abdomen he lifted his own robe and in one swift movement straddled a quite startled 
Percy and took his whole length in one go. To say that Percy was astonished was an understatement. Nobody 
has ever taken him whole without preparation before. And without a sound. When he felt Pagey tremble and 
try to move he's had enough. He flipped them so he was on top and growled. 


"Stop." he took Pagey's frail wrists and pinned them above his head with one hand "What are you doing?!" and 
with that he pulled the hood from other's man face. 


And now he was truly rendered speechless. What he saw first was a mass of dark curls. Then was a pallor of 
other man's face. Then chapped pouty lips. And then those eyes. They weren't haunting. They were holding 
universes within their depths. They were dark and huge and speckled with gold and deep green. 

And filled with an overwhelming fear. 

That managed to pull Percy from his reverie. 

Suddenly a memory filled his thoughts. Memory of a prophecy every children is taught in their earliest days, 
prophecy many mystics have spent years studying, and finally a memory of his own days in the Academy 
learning and analysing said prophecy. 


Some of its words are forever lost, but what remained sounds like this: 


‘The sky is filled with good and bad that mortals never know 


Their tired eyes on the sunrise, waiting for an eastern glow 


No comfort has the fire at night that lights a face so cold 
Magic writ in black eyes filled with green and gold 


The Prince of Peace embraced the gloom 


And walked the night alone 


With flames from the dragon of darkness his sunlight blinds us all’ 
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Chapter | 


When all those things flashed through Percy's mind he came back to reality and found those scared eyes 
staring into his own. He must've looked like a lunatic because Pagey furrowed his eyebrows and a hint of 


puzzlement broke through his fear. 


Percy realised what position they were in and quickly removed himself from Pagey's tight hole. This time 
brunette couldn't suppress a whimper of pain. Warrior wanted to deal with everything as quick as possible but 
a look of discomfort and that pathetic sound Pagey made halted him for a moment. He reached and tried to 
stroke Pagey's cheek to comfort him but the man flinched violently stopping Percy in his tracks. 


"Oh. Pagey, come on, I'm not going to hurt you." the Warrior said quickly, not trying to touch the other man 


again. 
"And l'm sorry but we kind of have to go." 


Pagey turned to look at Percy with total lack of understanding, which wasn't really surprising. But being as 
eager as Percy was it was easier to move first and explain later. So he hopped out of bed, adjusted himself in 
his trousers and looked at Pagey in anticipation. As other man didn't move a single muscle, still half laying, half 
sitting on a bed, Percy took his hands and tried to get him standing as quickly as possible. It hasn't ended very 
well - as Pagey seemed to be impossibly light, Percy used way too much strenght and not only got the man 
standing but also kind of hauled him into his own arms. Pagey nearly fell and caught himself on Percy's broad 
shoulders the same time Warrior's arm encircled his waist. Both their breaths hitched and after a second long 
suspension Pagey tried to free himself from Percy's hold pushing at his chest, looking down and hiding behind a 
curtain of black hair. His attempt was as feeble as that of a little bird though and he stopped struggling way 
to quickly. 


That said it all for Percy. He suddenly felt a rage so hot and cold simultaneously that.. but quickly suppressed 
it and proceeded to ask the black haired man: 


"You've got anything you want to take with you? " he tried to peep at Pagey's face through that long curls 
effectively blocking it. "You're not coming back here so if there's something." 


Pagey only shook his head. That was enough of an answer for Percy. He finally untangled them and quickly led 
the other man to the front door, his looks enough to stop anybody from asking unnecessary questions. He took 
Pagey to his room in an inn and gathered his scarce belongings while Pagey stood still and quiet in a corner. His 
eyes widened as he saw an enormous sword Percy strapped onto his back. Next they quickly took Percy's 


mare from stables. 

"Have you ever ridden a horse?" the Warrior asked the black haired man 

"Yeah, yeah, | can ride, |." Pagey suddenly halted himself and bowed his head 

“Alright, then up you gol” 

Percy moved to help the slighter man up but was again surprised when Pagey climbed onto the saddle swiftly 
and elegantly. Percy tightened the straps and mounted the horse sitting behind Pagey. As it was a tight fit he 
was forced to hold the other man against his chest. Pagey was wearing only his black robe from before and 
Percy found himself feeling little bumps of his ribs rising way too fast with shallow breaths. 

"Shhh, it's alright, don't be afraid." soothed Percy "And l'm sorry for this whole ordeal but l'm afraid you can't 
stay here. I'll take you somewhere safer, and of course explain everything. It's all going to be alright, you 


know?" 


Pagey turned his head and looked straight into Percy's eyes. His only answer was a timid nod, but steel in his 
eyes told the Warrior he's making a right choice. 


Chapter 2 
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Chapter 2 


Percy estimated it would take them about three days to reach their destination As the first day of their 
journey was coming to an end Percy was looking for a place to spend the night - he was becoming really tired 
so a dry forest would suffice. He thought about how Pagey turned out to be a pleasant company. Quiet, but 
still pleasant. He rode the horse perfectly which was saving Percy from whole lot of a discomfort. He let the 
Warrior chatter endlessly and didn't ask any questions though in Percy's opinion he was entitled to. And he was 
really pretty. Yes, Percy had enough dignity to admit that other man's looks were working in his favor. 


He finally spotted a nice looking copse down the hill. As he was leading his mare there he felt Pagey slump 
against him. Percy peeked at his companion and found him in an exhausted slumber, nearly asleep. He sighed 
affectionately and halted the horse. At that the dark haired man woke up with a flinch and began to apologize 
profusely. 


‘lm sorry, | didn't mean to.. Please forgive me." He mumbled quickly. 


"Hey, it's alright, don't stress yourself over nothing. I'm also quite tired, we're already stopping for the night" 


Percy interfered those frantic apologies and jumped from the horse. 


Pagey followed him but as his feet touched the ground his knees buckled and he would've ended up on the 
ground if it wasn't for Percy's quick reflexes. With arms safely locked around other man's waist the Warrior 


breathed: 
"You alright?" 


Pagey nodded but he was as white as a sheet. Now that Percy thought about it whole day in a saddle must've 


been very exhausting for a man probably unused to any kind of physical activity besides sex. 


"Ok, come sit" he said leading Pagey to a big oak tree nearby "wait till | set our camp, then we can eat and 


sleep" 


He quickly threw two thick blankets on the leaf covered ground and thanked the Gods above that it was still 
warm and dry, as late autumn days were still to come. Then he collected some wood and lit a small fire to 


prepare food from meager products he had at the saddle. 


Having done that he called Pagey for a meal but found him sleeping slumped against the tree trunk. Deciding 
not to wake him up, Percy easily lifted the other man up and laid him on the blanket. Pagey stirred and curled 
up into a tight ball. Percy smiled at that - he had to admit that his companion was pretty cute and innocent 


looking for a man working as a prostitute. 


Percy ate his food and was more than ready to sleep when silent whimpers interrupted him. As he approached 
Pagey the still sleeping man started to thrash wildly and mumble things like "don't, | can't, no more, please" 
pleadingly. Percy waited no more and jumped to Pagey's side to wake him up which turned out to be a difficult 
feat. When gentle words didn't work he tried shaking the other man but it only caused him to fight Percy's 
hold and repeat his pleas louder. Afraid Pagey might hurt himself he quickly let go and grabbed his face gently 
instead. Feeling somebody's touch on his face managed to freeze Pagey up for a moment and with a deep sigh 
he opened his eyes. Breath hitched in his throat and Percy felt him tremble. His eyes were glazed and 
unfocused, first looking at something distant and then concentrating on Percy's face. They seemed so deep and 
full of pain yet innocent that Warrior's first impulse was to gather other man in his arms and never let him 
face the cruelty of the world again But he settled for touching Pagey's dark lashes with his thumb and 
whispering sweet nothings to him. As Pagey came to himself silent tears started to flow from his eyes and he 


curled into himself in embarrassment. 
‘Sorry... he started mumbling. 


“There's nothing to be sorry for." Percy interrupted quickly "Are you alright? How often do you have such 
nightmares?" 


Pagey nodded and sat up hugging himself as if he was cold, 

"They aren't dreams," came a silent answer "they are all real, always memories." 
Suddenly his eyes widened and he nearly yelled "Where are we?!" 

"What?" Percy was confused "Why does it matter where we are?" 


"You don't see them? | know | shouldn't see them but it's always been like that and | thought maybe that's 
why you've taken me from Ligotte..” 


"Them?" Percy inqui red 


"The spirits.’ Pagey looked around with this unfathomable eyes of his "There's a lot of them here. Everywhere. 
Something must've happened here, like a battle or.. Sorry, you probably don't want to listen to this madness." 


But Percy was nearly ecstatic. "You mean you can see the ghosts of the dead? Well, of course. That's 
unbelievable, have you ever been trained in magic?" When Pagey shook his head Percy continued "It's very rare 
but it only means you've got an extremely strong connection to the spirit world Usually it takes years of 


training to be able to just catch glimpses of them sometimes. Wait, can you communicate with them?" 


"No. | mean they sometimes try to talk to me and can interact with my body if they want," it was Percy's 
turn to be surprised and alarmed “but | can't communicate with them.. They yell at me or grab me and | can't 


really answer or anything." 


"Ok, but are the spirits here threatening?" At Pagey's thoughtful head shake Percy continued "So we're going 
to stay here for the night. And in Pangborne, this place I'm taking you to, you'll find some answers and see 
that you're not a freak, quite the opposite in fact. But you should try to rest, we're setting off early 


tomorrow. And the faster we get there the better so there's a long road ahead" 


At that Pagey nearly smiled and laid down on the blanket. Percy settled to guard the other man sleep and 


promised himself he would make him smile for real tomorrow. 
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Chapter 3 


They woke up early the next day and set off. After the night's events Percy was determined to reach 
Pangborne castle before sunset so as not to cause Pagey more distress. They galloped through forests and 
plains, the way etched in Percy's mind from his many travels. Today Pagey has actually been engaging in small 
talk and the Warrior learned he's only eighteen. It both surprised and terrified him but he's hidden it behind a 
polite smile and admitted he's five years Pagey's elder. Having gained a bit of courage - if not trust yet - the 
dark haired man finally asked what had made Percy take him from Ligotte so hurriedly. 


"Well." Now that Percy thinks about it it does sound quite rushed, but hey, he has learned to trust his 
instinct. "You know there's that Evermore Prophecy, right?" 


"No, what's that?" 
Percy gaped at the other man "You've never heard the prophecy?!" 


"No, sorry but | can't say | have." Pagey looked down in disappointment. The Warrior was again struck with his 
lovely eastern accent and registered the words with a delay. 


"Oh, | don't know by what miracle," not getting an answer Percy continued "but there are this sacred words 
about a.. Well, about our savior, a Prince of Peace, who would free the world from evil or war.. And Pagey, | 
think it's you. lm taking you to a very special spiritual place now, where great wizards live and study." 
Pagey was so bewildered he opened his mouth a few times but didn't manage to utter a sound. And then he 
started to laugh, emitting adorable sounds and crinkling his eyes. When Percy didn't follow suit he abruptly 
stopped and with eyes impossibly huge managed to breathe: 

"You're not kidding me?" 


"No Pagey, I'm really not" Percy said and chuckled at other man's expression 


The sun was setting when they crossed a bridge to the castle. Percy dismounted the horse in the courtyard, 
but as he did so Pagey slipped from its back together with him. Percy looked at his dark haired companion and 
saw him barely conscious with exhaustion. Percy quickly propped him up and when that didn't help him find his 
balance the Warrior picked him up bridal style, left the mare to the awaiting guards and rushed to the castle. 


‘Has Pagey always been this light? He thought because carrying a grown up man shouldn't be that easy, even 
for him. Percy promised himself he would take care of Pagey and see him healthy and happy as soon as 
possible. It sounded ridiculous but he was already attached to the other man and was thinking about staying 
with him in the castle for some time. 


As they crossed the threshold they were instantly met with dark unreadable eyes of the one and only Great 
Mage Aleister. The wizard guided them into one of many unoccupied rooms where Percy laid unconscious Pagey 
on a bed and proceeded to tell Aleister the whole story. Great Mage sensed that they were coming to 
Pangborne before their arrival but was unsure of their plans and intentions. When Percy told him what he 
thinks about Pagey and his role, elderly wizard lifted his eyebrow and examined the man sleeping on the bed. 
After holding his hands above Pagey's head in concentration for a while he stated that he is indeed 
exceptionally spiritually gifted and has a really strong connection to other worlds - as a great part of him was 
pure magic. But next he also said that he doesn't think Pagey's the one from the prophecy and that after 
years spent studying it he's not even sure if it is true or significant. The Mage also seemed concerned about 
Pagey's health - he was exhausted and malnourished and coming to such a spiritually loaded environment 


seemed to have disturbed that big magical part of him that was usually keeping him alright. 


They debated over it for a few minutes and Aleister finally admitted that although he doesn't think Pagey's 
the one from the prophecy he'd like to take him as an apprentice, as he was still young, magic was strong in 


him and the elderly Mage hadn't found suitable one yet. 


Percy was very happy for Pagey. It was little short of miraculous that a prostitute from a little town would 
be the Great Mage's apprentice. Many men who came before him had been declined. Such an opportunity was 
really life changing, and literally rescued Pagey from his fate. Percy's only known him for a few days but the 
slender dark haired beauty sleeping next to him was already important for him. It surprised the Warrior; the 
fact that he was thinking such things about anybody was unusual for him - but as he looked at that smooth 


pale face he knew Pagey's found a place in his heart: 
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Chapter 4 


Next day Percy decided to let Pagey sleep late and came to his room when the sun was already high up in the 
sky. When he knocked on Pagey's door, waited a silent moment and pushed them he was surprised to find them 
closed from the inside. After a short while he heard shuffling and the door opened a crack. Percy nearly 
choked on nothing seeing Pagey's ethereal figure. His only cover was a blanket wrapped tightly around his 
shoulders and his long dark hair was adorably tousled. Pagey quickly opened the door wider and let Percy inside. 


‘lm sorry for locking the door, it's just that there was a key and I'm not used to having a key and | would've 
never.. But | just.. didn't think and.. And Gods, l'm so sorry I'm such a mess.." He rambled blushing furiously. 


Percy shushed him and resolved to talk with him about it later. Now he just presented him with some new 
clothes (Pagey's joyful expression was priceless) and gave him a moment to dress. When Pagey emerged from 
the adjoining room he was clad in black elegant clothes embroidered with silver symbols which were typically 
worn by Mage's apprentices. Frankly, they were a bit ill fitting, but made his eyes pop out and contrasted 
nicely with his pale complexion. Pagey smiled shyly and, scrutinizing him, Percy was pleasantly surprised to see 


that at full height Pagey was nearly as tall as himself, which wasn't an easy fit. 


Percy then took him for breakfast with Aleister and few of his friends. He wanted to explain everything to a 
confused soon-to-be Mage's apprentice, but also make him feel wanted and not lonely in the big and quite 
empty castle. 


Aleister awaited them in a huge dining hall, together with two men. Percy led Pagey to their table and 


introduced them. 
"That's Bonzo" he said gesturing to a burly man with dark hair and mustache "and that's Jonesy" he pointed at 
a smaller man with longish light brown hair and calm expression. "They're both my old friends. And let me now 


introduce you to the Great Mage Aleister, whom you've met yesterday, but probably can't remember it" 


All eyes turned to the slight man hovering beside Percy. 


‘lm Pagey" he murmured nervously and bowed gracefully. 
"Welcome Pagey," said Aleister "have a sit and help yourself, then we can finally talk” 


Percy pulled a chair for Pagey and sat beside him. Bonzo, a loud, but easygoing chap started the conversation 
by introducing himself properly and retelling stories from his and Percy's past at the Academy for Pagey’s 
sake. Percy piled his plate with food from a richly set table and dug in eagerly. Conversation was flowing 
smoothly and he was enjoying his friends company, but frowned when he saw Pagey's plate was still empty. 
Seeing his lost expression the Warrior decided to just put a little bit of everything there. Pagey looked puzzled, 
as if he wasn't used to eating in front of people, but started taking small bites when Percy smiled at him 
encouragingly. They were now talking about Jonesy's diplomatic efforts as king's counsellor and his travels to 


negotiate terms of an unstable peace with the North. 


"So, Pagey" Aleister finally spoke "I've already had a chat with Percy about you, but I'd like to hear some 
things directly from you" 


"Yes, Sir?" 


And it begun - nearly an interrogation as Aleister wanted to know everything, from Pagey's ancestors to 
meeting Percy in the brothel and the most recent events. Pagey was clearly uncomfortable with most of the 
questions, but was to shy to decline answering them and Percy was in no position to interrupt the mightiest 
Mage in the world. So he sat there and learnt painful facts about Pagey's past - how his parents died when he 
was a child and left him with his grandfather who died shortly after, how he was left alone and begged on the 
streets, how he was put into an orphanage, but kicked out next and had no choice but to sell his body to 
whoever willed to pay. At that admission Pagey's eyes filled with tears and he was unable to utter another 
word - he covered his face with both hands and started to shake and sob quietly. That was enough for Percy, 
he hugged a crying man and told him he didn't have to answer any more questions if he didn't want to. Both 
Bonzo and Jonesy looked uncomfortable and disturbed, but Aleister seemed eager to proceed. 


"Pagey, calm down. | wouldn't have been asking you such intrusive questions if it wasn't necessary for me to 
know these things. Young man, I'd like to take you as my apprentice." Pagey looked up at him in utter shock, 
but the Mage continued "Regardless of any prophecies you may have heard | need a keen magic student and 
you seem to be quite talented in the field. So, my most important question for today is: would you like to 


sacrifice your previous life to study magic as my apprentice?" 
Percy was afraid Pagey's going to faint, he was an embodiment of shock. 
"l-l-l.. Can't, I'm." Pagey stuttered trying to form a sentence. 


"Young man, its a proposition you shouldn't really turn down. Its dangerous, your gift. And not only to 


yourself, but to your surroundings, too." said Aleister. 


"l. Hs such an honor.. | don't know if I'll manage." Pagey again rambled nervously, his face still wet with tears. 
"Oh, you'll do just fine" Percy exclaimed cheerfully, looking at Pagey in anticipation 


And when the black haired man looked Percy straight in the eyes and nodded his consent it felt like in that 


moment all the pieces fell into place. 


With that issue resolved Percy finished his breakfast and, seeing that Pagey was way too shocked to eat, he 
excused them and took Aleister's new apprentice to see the castle and its grounds. It all amazed Pagey, but for 
him, the best part of the walk was presence of the golden haired Warrior. It was just so calming.. They had 
only known each other for a few days, yet there already was a connection between them, this strange safe 
feeling whenever they were together. A lot of emotions were surging through Pagey's mind and what seemed 


to keep him sane in a whirl of them was Percy. 


They found it easy to talk, Pagey could be really self depreciating, but as he grew less and less shy he started 
joking in his quiet voice and Percy was laughing in mirth. Looking at Pagey's beautiful smile and crinkly eyes the 
Warrior suddenly realised how right it felt - how simply he could imagine himself being happy with Pagey by 
his side. And so he decided he'd try to make it happen. 


They've started spending their days together and - as Aleister still wasn't teaching Pagey, giving him time to 
adjust to the whole situation - found a pattern. They'd have breakfast together, meet and chat with Bonzo and 
Jonesy, walk or sit in a library after lunch. Percy occupied a room directly next to Pagey's, so he could go 
there and talk with the other man whenever he wanted. They'd sometimes go for short (because physically 
Pagey wasn't the strongest person and still wasn't eating much) horseback riding trips and enjoy the nature 
together, finding they shared an affinity for it. 


They were given about two weeks of that routine. A message from the king, calling his Warriors to join him 
for war, arrived one night. Percy and Bonzo would both have to answer it an set off in three days To be on 
time to discuss strategies and plans. At first Percy hadn't even registered that he would have to leave Pagey 
so quickly. When it finally struck him he was terrified to tell anything to the dark haired beauty. He was 
holding it in whole day and Bonzo actually had to knowingly, but not-so-friendly clap him on the shoulder during 


supper to make him have this conversation with Pagey. 
Percy excused them and took Pagey to his room. They sat on a bed and the Warrior said: 
"Pagey, my dear," he tried to soften the blow "I need to tell you something important." 


At the other man's alarmed expression he quickly continued "It's nothing bad about you. But it's also not a good 
news and you have to listen to me and kind of accept it, alright? " 


Pagey nodded and looked at him in anticipation, fear mixed with a trait of trust in his unearthly eyes. 
‘I've got to leave. In three days, with Bonzo. King called us for war.." 


Tears were already pooling in Pagey's eyes, but he managed to mutter "I knew, oh gods, | knew. | had this 
feeling of longing for you and you being away, | just didn't know why or when." and he started crying like he 
never did before with Percy, loudly and messily, short spasming breaths making it impossible to talk. 


Percy just hugged him with all his might, trying to calm him down, but not succeeding as his arguments were 
pretty weak - he didn't know either when he'd come back or even where he'd be any given moment. When 

sweet nothings didn't work he just held Pagey's terrifyingly frail form and tried to soothe him by rubbing his 
back and stroking his long hair. He's dreamt about having Pagey in his arms, but never in such circumstances. 


After a long while he was beginning to feel concerned, but Pagey pushed lightly at him and said: 
"Leave me alone, please. l'm sorry, but I'd just like to be alone now." 


And his tone was enough for Percy to do just that. 


Chapter 5 
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Chapter 5 


All that Percy had in mind while crossing a bridge to the Pangborne castle was Pagey's crying face when he 


was leaving. More than a year ago. 


That image was haunting him still. Pagey's crying face when Percy left him without even saying a proper 
goodbye. Pagey's crying face appearing in Percy's dreams and making him feel like a traitor. He promised to 
only make Pagey smile and failed just miserably. Percy closed his eyes to calm himself. That was a mistake - 
he saw it all again, a vision of their ‘goodbye’ as vivid as if it happened yesterday and not more than a year 
ago. Lithe, dark clad body trembling with sobs, tear-streaked pale face, bony arms pushing Percy away and a 


broken voice telling him to just leave. 


The Warrior was scared. Frightened actually, much more than he was on a battlefield. He wasn't scared of 


physical injuries, yet not knowing what awaited him in the castle made him shiver. 
Bonzo matched his stride and gave him a knowing look 


"Percy, | know you long enough to get what's bugging you. Relax, | remember how he looked at you back then 
and | don't think such strong emotions can change, even in a year. Boy, you know l'm also always unsure of 
what Jonesy thinks of me when | leave and here we are." the bearded man winked at Percy and strode away 
with a deep chuckle. 


A small group of people awaited them in the courtyard. Normally stoic Jonesy was first to run to greet them, 
meaningfully squeezing Bonzo's arms and smiling shyly, eyes wet, but happy. Percy scanned the gathering, 
looking for a head full of ebony curls and finding none. An elderly Mage approached him instead. 


"Aleister." Percy started with a bow. 


"Percy, welcome, | hope you're well" the Mage swiftly interrupted ‘ know, boy, | know; don't waste words, 


come. 


Aleister led him through the well-known corridors. It seemed that Pagey still occupied the same rooms, just 
next to the Percy's old quarters. They didn't even have to knock, the door opened when they came close and 


Percy's ethereal love appeared, 


Pagey. Here. Real. 


But when he saw Percy his brows furrowed, eyes dilated and jumped between him and Aleister. Confusion and 
fear marred Pagey's face and Percy's heart stopped. 


"Master, I'm afraid I'm seeing things again. It's him." And with that his knees buckled, eyes rolled back and he 
promptly fell to the floor. Or would've, if Percy hadn't caught him and pressed to his chest protectively. 


Percy laid unconscious Pagey on a bed and clutched his cold hand tightly. It felt like a deja vu. His mind was 
fuzzy with worry. 


"Aleister, explain" the Warrior didn't waste time for pleasantries any more. Elderly man sat opposite him and 


begun: 


Ive got to admit Pagey has amazing abilities and his motivation to learn is just extraordinary, in a year he 
achieved more than | thought possible. Yet he tends to overdo it. Before you judge you have to understand his 
commitment, | can see that it's been the most important thing for him since you were gone. My boy, he 
thought you're not coming back, that you've left him for good - and with that in mind he devoted himself 


completely to his studies and magic. Normal life just didn't appeal to him after some time." 


Percy raised Pagey's arm to his lips and started kissing his fingertips gently, needing to feel him - maybe 


warm him a bit, kiss some life into that unmoving, frail body. 


"He's been developing an ability to see things, both from the past and the future. It gives him an amazing 
insight into many matters, very useful indeed.. But it's difficult for a human mind to process and with an 
amount of time he's been spending in his visions it became a problem to come back completely and tell apart 
what's real and what isn't. You were in many of those visions and it was hard to tell if it all happens. The 
possible future mixed with reality for him. | set up restrictions, but he knows how important the informations 
he can get are and wants to use his gift all the time. When he saw you he probably deemed you an imagination 
of his tired mind. Or a dream coming true.. He missed you really bad, Percy. Now that you're here you have 
to care for him, he's an important asset that can win the war for us.. Yes, | know it's coming, we don't have 


power to stop cruel fate." Aleister looked into Percy's eyes seriously “There's a meeting tonight, | expect you 


both to attend" 


With that he left Percy at Pagey's bedside. The Warrior sat there for gods know how long, eyes unfocused, 
thinking about it all and not really knowing how to act. His head snapped up when he heard the sheets rustle. 
The eyes he's been dreaming about for so long were staring back at him, huge with confusion, but perfect. 

Pagey started scrambling back. Percy caught his arm and stopped him gently. Younger man's gaze fell upon 

their touching hands and went back to look at Percy's face, now shocked and unbelieving. 


"Shh, calm down, please, I'm real, Pagey, I'm real and here. With you." Percy whispered quickly, afraid to spook 
Pagey again. 


"You're.. You're real?" the dark haired beauty inquired, struggling to form words in his confused state. 


Instead of answering, Percy gathered Pagey into his arms and hoped to reassure him with touch. He's been so 
starved for it, waited so long. Pagey felt remarkably insubstantial in his arms, small and trembling like a little 
bird. It was far from ideal - both men shaken up and fighting tears - yet it was real and that was all they 


needed at the moment. 


When Percy finally made himself release Pagey he looked into his eyes and found them shining with joy he'd 
never seen before, pure and childlike. Pagey's beauty struck him again and he hoped his own eyes reflected his 


feelings. 


They didn't have much time to talk as they had to go to the meeting. As soon as they arrived and Percy saw 
who was attending (old soldiers, even older Mystics and King's counsellors) he tuned out, having already heard 
all they had to say - war, blah blah, battles, blah blah, armies, how many of his men died, where, what, when.. 
His whole attention focused on Pagey who was listening carefully, head adorably tilted to the side. His hair was 
even longer than before, partially obscuring his face. Percy was discovering him again - the length of his 


lashes, the delicate slope of his neck, how his Adam's apple bobbed.. 


The eldest Mage was talking now and hearing Pagey's name brought Percy's attention back from his (not 


obsessive, thank you very much) observations. 


"Pagey, as hard as it is to admit you may be our only hope." the Mage was saying "Considering your abilities 
we decided to trust you with a mission. You are to find ancient creatures, both feared and admired. You have 


to bring us dragons." 


